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missed her too, and ten others who came after her. The
landlord was much amused at my fastidiousness.
'Don't bring any more/ I cried at last; CI will dine by
myself,' which I did; and afterwards went for a walk in
St. James's Park, and thence alone in a carriage to Rane-
lagh. It was the first time I had been to that place of amuse-
ment. I had tea in the rotunda, and danced several minuets^
but made no acquaintances, though I saw many pretty
women. I found myself leading a very boring existence.
I was alone, and had no one to share my home and my tablej
and this though I had been six weeks in London! Such a
thing had never befallen me before. How was I to find in
that great dty a woman to my mind, and who would re-
semble, in character at least, some one of those whom I had
so tenderly loved? As I was turning all this over in my
mind, an extraordinary idea occurred to me.
I called my old housekeeper, and told her I wanted to let
the second or third story of my house, for the sake of having
a companion, and that, though she was my servant, I would
give her half a guinea a week for the extra trouble. She was
to put up the following notice in the window:—
Second or third story to be let furnished, cheap, to a
young lady, alone, without encumbrances, speaking English
and French, and receiving no visitors.9
The old woman, who knew a thing or two, and had not
been a saint in her youth, was like to choke with laughter.
miralty (v. Walpole's Letters). He afterwards returned to his
wife, and Miss Hunter, who had a child by him, it is said, married
Sir Alured Clarke. Lord Pembroke was restored to favour at
court, and in January 1779 he entertained George the Third and
Queen Charlotte with great splendour at Wilton House. He was
eventually made Governor of Portsmouth, and died in 1794. *I
almost wish I could stop here, and not relate the cruel story I am
going to tell you. Lord Pembroke, Lord of the Bedchamber, Major-
General, owner of Wilton House, husband of one of the most beau-
tiful creatures in England, father of one son, himself only twenty
eight* is gone off with Miss Hunter, a handsome girl with a fine
person, but silly, and in no degree lovely as his own wife.1—<
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